PROSPECT AND RETROSPECT

portents by tradition should be. Looking from north by
east to south, I count a hundred barrage balloons tugging
gently at their cables as they sway and turn in the breeze ;
and more of them are merged in the haze over the docks
and power stations. Near by a flight of pigeons comes
wheeling, with little more direction than the many London
butterflies that are abroad over the roof-tops this morning.
A brace of wild duck, turning above Kensington Palace to
beat back toward the Serpentine, show more will and pur-
pose. So does a solitary crow, flapping high in one per-
sistent line which all the cables will surely not deflect. A
zigzag cloud unlike the rest, far above balloons and all, may
be the trail of smoke-screen practice by some plane unseen.
Soon, again, we shall know whether or not this strange sky
is our defence; and meantime its darkly dotted canopy
spread over the city gives no effect of sinister warning, but
rather of observant benevolence, lest in that domain of the
past which forms the substance of human building, some
evil action born of the present should strike and tear a
gaP-
Within a stone's-throw stands a building which cannot
be mistaken for anything but a theatre. Its sharp elevation
at the stage end which is nearest my home, its bare brick
walls facing upon a side street, and its pretentious dome
surmounting a stucco frontage, tell the whole architectural
tale of a late-Victorian playhouse, the Coronet, built in
close imitation of the West End model. To-day, and prob-
ably for good, this house is given over to the movies; but
a generation ago I saw from its gallery the acting of Rejane
and the elder Guitry, the two younger Irvings, the first
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